at first fretted and harassed me.  I could not even sleep there,
I used to cry the whole night, the long, dreary, cold night.
Sometimes when they were all repeating or learning their
lessons in the evening I would sit over my French translation
or vocabularies, not daring to move and dreaming all the while
of our little home, of father, of mother, of our old nurse, of
nurse's stories. . . . Oh, how I used to grieve 1   The most
trifling thing in the house I would recall with pleasure. I would
keep dreaming how nice it would be now at home 1 I should be
sitting in our little room by the samovar with my own people;
it would be so warm, so nice, so familiar.   How, I used to
think, I would hug. mother now, how tightly, how warmly!
One would think and think and begin crying softly from
misery, choking back one's tears, and the vocabularies would
never get into one's head. I could not learn my lessons for next
day; all night I would dream of the teacher, the mistress, the
girls; all night I would be repeating my lessons in my sleep
and would not know them next day.  They would make me
kneel down and give me only one dish for dinner.  I was so
depressed and dejected. At first all the girls laughed at me and
teased me and tried to confuse me when I was saying my
lessons, pinched me when in rows we walked into dinner or
tea, made complaints against me to the teacher for next to
nothing.  But how heavenly it was when nurse used to come
for me on Saturday evening. I used to hug the old darling in a
frenzy of joy. She would put on my things, and wrap me up,
and could not keep pace with me, while I would chatter and
chatter and tell her everything. I would arrive home gay and
happy, would hug everyone as though I had been away for
ten years.   There would be explanations, talks; descriptions
would begin.  I would greet everyone, laugh, giggle, skip and
run about.   Then there would be serious conversations with
father about our studies,  our teachers,   French,  Lomond's
grammar, and we were all so pleased and happy.   It makes
me happy even now to remember those minutes.  I tried my
very utmost to learn and please father. I saw he was spending
his last farthing on me and God knows what straits he was in.
Every day he grew more gloomy, more ill-humoured, more
angry.   His character was quite changed, his business was
unsuccessful, he had a mass of debts.  Mother was sometimes
afraid to ay, afraid to say a word for fear of making father
angry.   She was getting quite ill, was getting thinner and
ffafrmer aad had begun to have a bad cough.